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The herald smiled serene, And spoke with gentle breath,
"The penalty, sweet sir, Is sure and certain death."
Then Bulbul wrung her hands,
With terror she shivered and paled, And the Pearl and the Dream of Desire
They tore their hair and wailed, " Alas! we are undone,
And sorrow is ours through the years. If song is fled and dance is dead,
What is left but a draught of tears?"
Then Moussa the Fat he growled :
"Henceforth we are beggars all. I hate a saint with never a taint
Of peccadilloes small. Give me the jovial sinner
Who spends his life with a zest, But what say ye ? This mandate stern
May be naught but an idle jest."
The Dawn took up the tale,
The grey Dawn lean and old, "This Alamgir is a man to fear,
And his heart like ice is cold. He spends his nights in prayer,
And with fasting his body is worn, And all our tribe who jest and gibe
He holds in utter scorn."